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Staff Notes 


SR Staff members—Be at ATTICUS 
BOOKS, 1132 S. State, Orem, as Douglas 
Thayer, author of Mr Wahlquist goes to 
Yellowstone, reads and signs his book. 
Friday, Sept.22, at 7:30 pm. 


If you went to our Recruitment Meeting, 
Thank You! Expect a call soon. 


STAFF- Please remember that it is 
against BYU Regulation and Provo ordi- 
nance to post flyers on BYU property. 
This includes on cars, in buildings, etc. 
Please cooperate. -BJ 
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Two and a half years ago, a 
hairy, bearded man stood on the 
corner of University and 1230 
North, holding a placard in his 
virile hands. His sign said 
“Repent in the Raw” and, 
“Nudist Christians Unite.” And 
because of the natural curiosity 
of college students in Provo, 
many gathered there with him to 
listen to his words, and to re- 
ceive the pamphlets he produced 
from the folds of his wool tunic. 
For two days his apocalyptic 
profile made a lonely vigil, right 
across from the Yogurt Station. 
I know. I drove by. 

I, a youth, decided to call Stu- 
dent Review and make sure they 
knew about this man, whose 
name was Zevz Cosmos, a name 
given to him by the angel 
Ephygenia when he was mysti- 
cally transported naked and 
praying from a cliff in a southern 
Utah canyon to the outer reaches 
of our solar system. There, on 
Ephygenia’s waterbed, young 
Zevz was given a slice of feta 
cheese made from Pan’s goat's 
milk, and told to proclaim the 
cause of nudists everywhere. 


Provo too. 

I spoke over the phone with the 
publisher-at-the-time, one Bill 
Kelly, wily and impulsive; he 
knew of Zevz. “You take the 
story,” Bill said. I hear Bill is 
married now. 

So I got Zevz’ story. I read 
through all his literature, _un- 
dressed, and wrote my first 
article for the Review. It was 
excruciating having to confront 
the raw facts of Zevz’ life: the 
long, red canyon fasts, the 
slices of feta cheese in his cos- 
mic past. On a Friday night, 
clear and bright, I slipped my 
carefully-typed sheets under 
the door of a tall brick house off 
campus. It was Bill’s house. I 
walked out into the night, and 
then realizing what I'd done I, 
like a shadow, fled. 

The next week my name was in 
print. That Thursday I went to 
Backstage Cafe (when that place 
used to be cool), for their 
weekly comedy night. Sitting 
around a table with a friend or 
two, binging on nachos and wa- 
ter, watching the various prim 
people around me reading the 


President's Corner 


Welcome back! Wein the BYU Student Service Association hope you have 
had a triumphant summer and are looking forward to an unprecedented 


year. 


We encourage you to broaden your horizons by getting involved. We 
hope you will havea successful academic year. If you are afraid you will fail 
your history class, the Academic Peer Assistants will be of service. If your 
landlord threatens you most heinously, the Ombudsman will come to the 
rescue. If you think strange things are afoot at BYU, contact the Student 
Advisory Committee (SAC) to research and act on school issues. For those 
of you who want to party on, Homecoming, Preference, and weekly Friday 
Night activities in the Wilkinson Center are coming your way. 

If you have any questions or would like further information, please call 
378-3901 or come to the 4th floor of the Wilkinson Center. In any case, be 


excellent to each other. 


Jeff Singer 
BYUSA President 


BYUSA Service Update 


The Youth Detention Center volunteer program, CONTACT, provides 
opportunities for family home evening groups, clubs, and civic groups to 
help increase the self-esteem of many troubled Utah youths. Those who 
wish to get involved should contact Dave Zimmerman at 370-2004 or the 


BYUSA office at 


378-3901. Appointments should be made five weeks in advance. 
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Review, 1 suffered’ through one 
moribund comedy monologue 
after another. I felt strangely 
mournful, knowing Zevz had left 
me for the south, and that my 
clothes hid the humid and unbe- 
lieving heart in me. 

Just then, as I pondered thus 
as an inconsiderate college stu- 
dent, wanting to hide my face 
amid a crowd of stars, the co- 
median/struggler on _ stage 
looked out into the silent void and 
said, “So, did any of you read 
about that nude dude Zevz in the 
paper this week?” 

Then all the people around me, 
appropriate as they were, 
erupted in applause. It was re- 
lentless. “Zevz! Zevz!” they 
cried. “Me! Me!” added I. 
Straightening up, the big man on 
stage pulled his belt up around 
his bulk, took heart, wiped his 
face, and went on with his deliv- 
ery. Unfortunately, -his high- 


browed audience didn’t find him 
that amusing, and he died an 
ignonimous 


death: clothed, 
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overweight, and nowhere near a 
canyon. 


Walking home later, the night 4 


was cold, placid. I felt alive in 
Provo. I didn’t feel like dying. 
There was a lightness in my — 


heels that night, a certain levity — 
in my diaphragm when my throat — 


caught the whispering chill of the 
January evening. I traced a star 


falling in the sky towards the — 
south, away from where I was, — 


in school, and I could see that I, 


like other students and faculty, — 


would continue writing, un- 
dressed and in front of the type- 
writer, for the Review. We'd be 
repenting on paper, ink and ~ 
newsprint. - Even without Zevz 
Cosmos, that bearded fool. 
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The Student Review Has 


Of Age 


still only three years old ) 


However, we are throwing ourselves a colossal bash anyway so 


B.Y.O.Talent to a pirthday party 
at 8:00 on Saturday, September 23 


320 East 100 North, Provo 
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Things as They 
Are,Were,and 
Are to Come 


by Robert Bennett 


I distrust my impure emotions and 
my deceived logic, but I believe in a 
pure truth. Only when my soul is as 
pure as truth’s beauty will I be able to 
hold truth in my hands. It is in this 
spirit that I wish to explain my reasons 
for following the Brethren. 


Examining the past, present, . 
and future all at once is difficult, 
but it is also beautiful. Like taking 
a few steps back to see a painting in 
its entirety, I can understand things 
which were incomprehensible 
when my nose was pressed against 
the canvas of time. 

First, I can see my “knowledge” 
of things as they are. This week I 
have learned many things from the 
teachings of apostles and prophets 
of this dispensation alone. I have 
heard a member of the First Presi- 
dency speak and was edified. Liv- 
ing the principles taught by the 
scriptures and the prophets, I have 

felt joy. I have read from the Book 
of Mormon and been filled with 
life. Even 1 Nephi 1 isn’t exhausted 
after all these years. Today I went 
to church and felt my spirit 
strengthen. 

_ Tamnot saying that all prophetic 
counsel is sweet, pleasing, and 


readily embraced, because I have 
struggled with more than one 
commandment of this dispensa- 
tion. Still, lam thankful for these 
soul-stretching examinations | 
must face in trying to live and 


TUDENT 


understand today’s commandments. 

This Sunday I was reminded that 
we should attend the ward in which 
welive, which] wasn’t doing. I had to 
decide whether to follow the counsel 
ofthe Brethren or not. Jonahhad to go 


Richard G. Scot 
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to Ninevah; can my BYU ward be 
any worse? Examining things as 
they are, I see that the quality of my 
life is better when I follow the 
Brethren, and I know that Iam not 
alone in this opinion. The present 
is uniquely alive and clear. 

Ialso can see things as they were. 
I recall Joseph’s first vision and his 
revealing of ancient truths anew. I 
feel the love in his heart for all men, 
even those who persecuted him. I 
see him with his children, playing 
"stick pull," and marching before 
the Nauvoo Legion. I watch him at 
Liberty Jail and at Carthage-—a 
martyred prophet, victorious, 
though not on earth. Suddenly, I 
am filled with life. In difficult 
moments I> have thought that 
Joseph’s blood. was reason enough 
to follow any prophet, even into 
the jaws of death. Joseph’s life is a 
torch, a symbol of light and truth. 
Today’s prophet carries the same 
torch, keeping the truth alive. Our 
present is rooted in our past, and 
that past is uniquely inspiring. 

Looking at things as they will be, 
I see the day when my child will 
ask me questions about life. I will 
turn to the words of Genesis, John, 
Joseph, and the living prophet. I 
hope that these words will answer 
his questions, as they have mine. 
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And then we will start again at 
Genesis, as he explains it all to me. 

I know I will be tried in the proc- 
ess of following the Brethren, and I 
expect to become a better Christian 
because of it. It would be foolish to 
think all will beeasy, yet even more 
foolish to turn back like Lot’s wife. 
I pray that I will endure for the 
peaceand exaltation that are prom- 
ised those who have been faithful 
to the Lord’s anointed. 

I may be asked to give up several 
years of my life to help build the 
Kingdom of God on earth, or to 
give them all up to build it in 
heaven. If my philosophy profes- 
sor makes this request, I’ll just walk 
away. The same response holds for 
my banker, stockbroker, fashion 
designer, dentist, doctor, or any 
door-to-door salesman. But ifGod, 
the Prophet, my stake president, 
bishop, home teacher, neighbor, 
good friend, or family does the 
bidding, then I feel that I must go. 
“Whether by mine own voice, or by 
the voice of my servants, it is the 
same.” 

At such a call, neither logic nor 
emotion could compel me to go. 
Only an assurance of things as they 
are, were, and shall be could sus- 
tain me. 


A Letter from Strumpette 


by Zina Peterson 


Editor's note: Zina Nibley Peterson ,a BYU graduate, is finishing 
her master’s degree in English at Catholic University. Zina claims 
she received this letter “quite by accident, in an incorrectly for- 
warded envelope.” 


M, Dear Cousin Hallucinigencia, 


Now, dear, I shouldn’t come whining to me if I were you, 
having been warned and forewarned about the intense dis- 
comfort of trying to sit through a General Conference of the 
Mormon Church. Thesheer pleasure of each others’ company 
that the Mormons find at these gatherings, as well as the mys- 

_terious and hideous feeling of legitimate reverence that oozes 
from the pores of attentive listeners, can drive one of our kind 
howling for the sweet disorder of a needle-strewn back alley. 

Fortunately for you, there are some places in Salt Lake 
where the spirit that looms so thickly over the place in early 
October and April refuses to enter. Otherwise, dear girl, we 
might have lost you; the gravity of such a fatel have rehearsed 
with you before in the story of Screwtape’s nephew Worm- 
wood. 

You seem most distressed by the speech ofanElderH___, 
in which the man elaborated upon the beatitudes of the 
Sermon on the Mount. Your concern is justified—the Sermon 
on the Mount was surely one of the most dangerous pieces of 
language ever uttered, and it goes against all that we have ever 
stood for. But what worries me more is that it seems your pa- 
tient was particularly impressed by it, and is, according to the 
exerpt you quoted me from her journal, striving to implement 
these teachings into her lifeina more real and immediate way. 

_ This could be serious. But all is not lost: whatever humans 
learn in the form of language can be manipulated by a secon- 
dary act of language that the guilty themselves need not even 


be aware of. I mean, of course, selective interpretation. 

Through selective interpretation, you can give the patient the 
impression that all the “improvements” that she felt were so 
“necessary” to makein her life are actually already being made. 
You can give the feeling of self-congratulatory humility and 
secure safety in sin-that-is-not-sin that is so vitally important to 
our cause, all the while insulating the patient from any realiza- 
tions about the true state of her soul. 

Remember, the Foe said that the truth shall make them free, 
but our goal is to make absolutely sure that they perceive 
freedom to be threatening, insecure, time-demanding, and 
stark. Emphasize only theterrors of being truly free to make de- 
cisions, free to be utterly on their own, and most of them go 
snivelling to their mamas. 

As to the beatitudes, a much more productive version of 
promises can be found in the writings of Poisonides: 


Sf C 
omfortable are those who are poor in mind, for 

they shall be controlled; r 

“Comfortable are they that laugh, for they shall be laughted 
at; 

“Comfortable are those who dominate, for they rule the earth 
even now; 

“Comfortable are they who do hunger and thirst after self- 
love, for they shall be filled with it; = 

“Comfortable are the grudge-holders, for they shall not 
bend; 

“Comfortable are the deceived, for they shall feel safe; 

“Comfortable are the warmongers, for they shall be called 
the children of Mahan; ; 

“Comfortable are they who are not persecuted, for theirs is 
the kingdom of luxury; 

“Comfortable are ye, when men shall praise you for your 
visibility and nobility of appearance, when they shall acclaim 


your acts as all manner of integrity, stick-to-it-iveness, patriot- 
ism, valor, and courage, for your selfishness’ sake. 

“Chuckle, and be exceedingly pleased with yourselves, for 
great is your reward on earth.” 

You can see that the Poisonides version is much more accu- 
rate regarding real life, much simpler and easier to believe in— 
yet some humans continually buy into the Never Never Land 
version offered them by the man Jesus, with dire results, some- 
times verging on outright salvation. 


| only way to prevent these devastating affects is to be 
sure that the words of the Sermonare, if not avoided altogether, 
viewed carelessly, and that the emotions they might inspire, 
such as self-examination, self-denial, humility, shame, and— 
especially—faith, hope, and charity, are fully adulterated into 
convenient “look-alikes,” or “feel-alikes.” These, respectively, 
are self-fasciniation, denial of reality, humiliation. (self-deni- 
gration for its own sake), self-pity, and especially, stubborn- 
ness, mindless optimism, and self-seeking do-goodism. See 
what language can do for you? 

So, to take advantage of her new resolution, be sure that your 
patient is always acutely conscious of her self and her feel- 
ings—remember that self-consciousness is pride’s best friend. 

Finally, you must try to convince her that all the fears she has 
about a contrite spirit being impossible to come by and excru- 
ciatingly painful are true. Leave any real sacrifice, any real 
feeling of hers out of it—awareness is enough for her; let the 
poor be poor in spirit, and while she feasts on the word of the 
Foe, you can fill her with the satisfaction of a superior grasp of 
the mechanisms that should, by His reckoning, be working in 
her, instead of being merely observed by her. 


Your Loving Cousin, 


Spain Z—— 


by Mark Burns 


A; ABOUT ONE O’CLOCK On three separate 
nights last week, some housemates and I 
stayed up an hour or two later than usual to 
commune with the television. We weren't 
watching David Letterman or a movie from 
Blockbuster Video, but parts of a recently 
filmed interview with Hugh Nibley. Unlike 
most tapes stuck into our VCR, this one 
featured no action, no editing, and no-real 
script—just one camera trained on Nibley as 
he sat in a chair at his home and talked for 
several hours about his life. It was an occasion 
for me to think about that life, and to consider 
the effect it has had on me and on this 
generation of the Church. 

I had never heard of Hugh Nibley before I 
came west to BYU as a freshman. I don’t think 
anyone else in my stake in Buffalo, New York 
had either, except, I later found out, a high 
councilor and university professor—the only 
one around who ever really knew anything 
about the Gospel. A few weeks before 
beginning school, the Honors Program sent 
me a packet of articles to be discussed at our 
upcoming orientation. Included was a single 
short injunction: read this stuff. I did, 
exploring essays of Thoreau, Solzhenitzyn, 
William James, and others before finally 
coming to one by someone Id never heard of 
entitled “Zeal Without Knowledge.” It was 
this last one—by Hugh Nibley—that I liked 
the best. Not only did I find the style 
refreshing, but the focus of the essay came as a 
revelation to me. Learning, it said, was good, 
even divine, and infinitely more important 
than getting rich. This heretical concept had 
never occured to me before, and no one! knew 
growing up would have ever believed it. 

It was only a few weeks after I arrived at 
BYU that Nibley came to speak to our 
Freshman Colloquium and I got to see the 
author of that essay. That wasn’t the last time 
I would see him. Several times during the year 
my friends and I would pass him as we went 
home from our last class at 6:00 for dinner at 
the Cannon Center. Hed be going in the other 
direction to his own home, and we'd 
inevitably be able to spot him from a distance. 
He’d be shuffling along, head down, 
mumbling things to himself in various 
languages like a student desperately 
cramming for a final. Once we passed him 
closely enough for meto recognize the Spanish 
verb conjugations he was ticking off in order. 
Somehow, after seeing him, we would always 
end up returning to campus after dinner and 
going to the library instead of the Varsity 
Theater. 

At the end of my freshman year, I sacrificed 
the equivalent of about four pizzas to buy 
Nibley’s On the Timely and the Timeless during 
the bookstore’s end-of-year 20 percent off sale. 
I enjoyed the introduction by Truman 


Madsen—another smart Mormon I had never 
heard of back east—but enjoyed most of 
Nibley’s writings even more. I still remember 
sitting in the Greyhound bus station in 
Pittsburgh on my way home from school, 
reading an essay about Moses 1 and 
appreciating the Pearl of Great Price for the first 
time in my life. 

When I came back to school after my 
mission, it seemed that everyone in my new 
Elders Quorum was reading Nibley. Again, 
just as during my freshman year, his spectre 
subtly influenced much of what went on 
around me and in my university studies. His 
presence didn’t stop there, however. Nowthat 
Ihad my endowments, I relished going to the 
temple, and I couldn’t help thinking of him 
every time I made the long walk up the hill to 
doa session, wondering what it was about the 
temple that he found so consistently 
compelling, spiritually and intellectually. His 
assurance that something vital was going on 
there made me listen more intently than I 
would have otherwise in an effort to discover 
a portion of the truth he had discovered. 


O. coursEI T00k Nibley’s religion course as 
soonasI could. I had the hour before class free, 
so I was lucky enough to be able to sit within 
fifteen feet of him during every class, just 
barely within his mumbling range. I found I 
could never take notes as fast as he could 
speak, but figured out most of what was going 
on with the help of a friend who was sitting in 
on the class for the third time. One day, as 
support for a point he was making, Nibley 
began to quote from memory a part of the Ihad 
I had just covered in a humanities class a few 
hours before. I quickly dug into my backpack, 
flipped to the page, and was amazed to find 
that, sure enough, he had all of the fifty or so 
lines down—probably without rehearsing 
them beforehand. Whenever he would lug 
some big, heavy, leather-bound book into 
class, I would always sneak up to the lecturn to 
confirm that yes, he had been translating off 
the top of his head—from German, Greek, 
Latin, Arabic, or even hieroglyphic texts— 
almost as quickly as he spoke. 

The day of Nibley’s class I remember best 
was the very last day of the semester. He came 
in, explained the final, apologized for having 
to leave early for some doctor’s appointment 
in Salt Lake City, and then bore a simple, 
matter-of-fact, of-course-this-is-all-true 
testimony. We found out later that the doctor’s 
appointment was actually triple bypass heart 
surgery, but he treated it with less concern 
than I would a midterm. I think he knew that 
if he died, he’d be doing basically the same 
thing in the next life that he’d be doing in this 
one all along. 

Well, Nibley survived the surgery and I 
survived the final. Since that time, I’ve read 
more of his essays and books, heard him give 


more of his rapid-fire, no-punches-pulled 
talks, gone Christmas caroling to his home, 


and seen him, as always, shuffling across © 


campus, head bowed, mumbling things to 
himselfin several different languages. I’malso 
in the film about his life for almost a whole 
second. | still have not spoken with him for 
more than a total of five minutes, and I’m not 
what you might calla “Nibliophile,” but I have 
come to realizea little better how enormous his 
legacy is. 

First there is Nibley’s voluminous body of 
writings, now being collected and edited by 
the Foundation for Ancient Research and 
Mormon Studies. Much of his work 
constitutes an almost one-man crusade to 
bring scholarly respectability to the Book of 
Mormon. Other parts of it involve his efforts to 
defend and elucidate the Pearl of Great Price, 
using ancient records that most of the Church 
wanted to ignore but that Nibley had the skills 
and breadth of knowledge to use to his 
advantage. When the project is completed, it 
willinclude more pages of text than most of us 
will read during the next decade. 


Pas THE MOsT influential part of 
Nibley’s legacy, however, is not his 
intellectual discoveries but his moral voice. In 
many ways, he has been a kind of gadfly to the 
Saints, reminding us that no, everything is not 
well in Zion, and that material prosperity, 
good football teams, and social acceptability 
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do not necessarily imply righteousness. He 
has made more uppity students realize their 
ignorance, more stake presidents with — 
Mercedes squirm, and more Geneva Steel 
executives cringe than anyone ever has. After” 
Nibley, none of us can ever again brush off the — 
Law of Consecration as something that can 
wait until Missouri, or feel proud about having 
earned our lunch for ourselves. 
Despite all his remarkable scholarship and 
influence, the Hugh Nibley I think I will 
always remember most is not the intellectual 
or the moralist, but the one who spoke to me 
during those three late nights last week. That 
interview on video revealed that as he grows © 
older and races to get down on paper all that is | 
still in his head, he is a man who at the same 
time is calmly, quietly, and completely happy. — 
At the age of eighty, he still loves to look at 
trees, take his daily swim, teach his Sunday 
School class, talk about his children, and dothe ~ 
family shopping at Storehouse Market. I envy 
him. His whole life seems to shout the fact that 
learning, serving in the Church, and life itself 
should all be savored, and in the end are just 
downright fun. By his singular example, 
Nibley has taught me and many other Latter- 
day Saints what God would have us do while 
we're here on earth, and showed us that if we 
consecrate our lives as he has done, our reward 
will be faith, intelligence, and joy. 
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A Student Review Photo Survey 
Parking: A Plethora of Problems 


Interviews.by Mette Ivie 
Photos by Reha K. Deal 


“They should build a skyrise 
parking lot. Actually, a couple 
would be nice.” 

Paul Duffin, English 


“Faculty shouldn’t have separate 
parking lots. It should be first come, 
first serve.” 

Dennis Frerichs, natural sciences 
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“Everyone who doesn’t wear socks or 
does wear mini-skirts should have 
their car towed.” 

Kurt Rowley, philosophy 


“Underground parking is the 
solution. That’s what everyone else 
does, isn’t it?” 

Julie Westenskow, family sciences 
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Winterize your car for 
the cold, before it is too 
late. Foreign cars are 
our specialty, nota 
sideline. 


** 374-4881 ** 
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“There is too much faculty 
parking close to campus. 
The students are the ones 
who need to come and go.” 
Chrissy VanSlooten, 
elementary education 


Put a little color 
in your cheeks ! 
™ Wolff Systems 
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** New Lamps 

1269 N. Canyon Road 

( behind Madison Cleaners ) 
373-3000 

7:00 AM to 11:00 PM 
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BYU INTERNATIONAL PROGRAMS 
STUDY ABROAD OPEN HOUSE 
Thursday, September 21 
3:00 - 6:00 p.m. 
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David M. Kennedy Center for International Studies 
Conference Room (238 HRCB) 
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EARN ACADEMIC CREDIT ON STUDY ABROAD 
zy REFRESHMENTS 
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by Elden C. Nelson 


I’m confused. For the past ten 
months or so, I’ve been telling 
people I want to get “back in 
shape.” I’m pretty sure there is a 
causal link between this and the 
fact that I’ve been gaining weight 
(at about 1.5 pounds per month) 
during the same period. 

But this is not what is confusing 
me. What is confusing me is this: 
How am I supposed to get back in 
shape when I’m fairly sure I’ve 
never been there before? How will 
I know when I’m there? More im- 
portantly, how can I make people 
think I’m there when I’m not? What 
I'm saying, I think, is that I don’t 
care so much about being in shape 
as appearing to be in shape. 

And I think I’ve found a way. 
Considering BYU’s abundance of 
conveniently located Dolly Madi- 
son machines and the thousands of 
dollars which pass through said 
machines monthly, many of you 
will do well to clip and save this ar- 
ticle. 

First, there is the issue of clothes. 
Most of us, upon “discovering” 
our sudden weight gain (This is, of 
course, a flagrantly self-deceptive 
claim; nobody in the history of the 
world has ever actually “sud- 
denly” discovered that she or he is 
gaining weight. A good axiom here 
might be: “You will know long 
before it shows.”), will behave ex- 
actly the same way as we do any 
other time wearedepressed. Wego 
to the mall. Butgwhen burgeoning 
people go to the mall, we go witha 
purpose. We go with a vengeance. 


We walk past Friar Tucks and 
look at it with hatred. “You. You 
and your fried pickles did this to 
me,” we say. We walk fiercely 
by, purchasing nothing but a diet 
Coke. Or if we absolutely must 
have some fried pickles, we buy a 
diet Coke to counteract its effects. 
We glare at people in the mall. 
Those who are thinner than we, 
we look at with envy and deter- 
mination. Those who are larger 
than we, we look at with con- 
tempt, disgust, and just a touch of 
apprehension. Those that are ap- 
proximately the same size as we, 
we ignore altogether. 

Then we go into a clothing 
store. This is not a bad idea, if 
executed properly, but no 
weight-gaining body (except me) 
has ever gone into a clothing 
store for the right reason. This is 
what most people do: They find 
something they like and then buy 
it to0 small. And they don’t just 
buy it at a “too-small-now-but- 
would-have-fit-before-I-started- 
gaining” size, either. They buy it 
at a “smaller-than-I-have-ever- 
worn-since-puberty” size. 

Their rationale, cockeyed as it 
is, goes like this: “I really like 
these pants, but they don’t fit 
right now. But I really like them. 
In fact, I like them so much, they 
will be incentive enough for me 
to lose twenty-five pounds be- 
fore they go out of style.” In 
reality, buying pants that are al- 
ready too small when your 
weight is clearly on the upswing, 
will simply give you incentive to 
leave them in the closet. If you 
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need clothes that will give you incen- 
tive to lose weight, try the ones that 
you already own. 

What weight-gainers should do 
upon entering a clothing store is buy 
clothes that are too large. Because of 
this practice, I’m all set to complain to 
my friends that “ever since I’ve 
started losing weight, none of my 
clothes fit right.” 

My friends, upon hearing this, 
begin (I hope) to reason, “Hmm. | 
thought he was gaining weight, not 
losing. But no, it’s true—his clothes 
are too large. It must be those baggy 
clothes that are making him look 
chunky. He is actually thin.” Snow 
job complete. Of course this tactic 
does have its drawbacks. I’ve been 
branded an incessant complainer and 
fashion leper. But the way I see it, 
that’s better than being called “fat.” 


Next, position. The way you carry ~ 


yourself—and your baggage—is 
going to be a big factor in how you 
look. The first thing you ought to 
know is that gravity can be your best 
friend. Many quasi-obese people 
don’t realize this. They think gravity 
is exactly what is drawing their 
weight from their pectorals (or wher- 
ever), where they’d like to have alittle 
bulk, down to their midriffs. This 
may be so, but as long as the weight is 
where it is, we may as well take ad- 
vantage of this powerful natural 
force. To do this, recline. When out- 
side, liedown on your back. Whensit- 
ting in a chair, don’t sit up straight. 
Rather use your feet to push the chair 
up onto its two rear legs. When you 
do this, gravity will push your stom- 
ach into the space where your lungs 
usually are. 


This has the effect of flattening 
out your stomach, and caving in 
your lungs. This can be quite det- 
rimental to your respiratory sys- 
tem, depending on how long you 
hold the position and how large 
you are, so you may want to con- 
sult your physician regarding your 
optimum “tilt time.” But think 
about it. Wouldn’t you rather be 
dead than fat? 

If you must stand, always 
stretch. When you lift your arms 
above your head, your stomach 
will redistribute itself (albeit tem- 
porarily) upward quite nicely. Of 
course, one must exercise a certain 
amount of attitude to pull this off 
properly since walking about with 
hands over head may draw a cer- 
tain amount of unwanted atten- 
tion. A good way around this is to 
always wear sweats and jogging 
shoes. Clasp your hands behind 
your head. Gaze upward pain- 
fully. Occasionally stop and shake 
your left foot, as if loosening a too- 
tight muscle. Sweat. Younowlook 
like you've just finished a 10k run. 
Impressive. Not only will people 
think you look thin, they'll think 
you're buff. 

I have found that combinations 
of the Recline and Stretch tech- 
niques often achieve beautiful re- 
sults. My personal favorite is to 
lean backina chair, feet on the desk 
for balance, with my hands 
clasped behind my head. This has 
the dual effect of making me look 
both thin and confident (some 
would say smug). I think the ra- 
tionale behind using this position 
may reveal some astounding in- 
sights into the lives of the execu- 
tives of the world, reducing the 
general trepidation caused by 
these types. They’re just a bunch of 
thin-conscious fatties, like the rest 
of us. 

One must be cautious when us- 
ing the Stretch technique. If one 
uses it constantly, circulation to the 
arms may decrease, and finally 
cease altogether, causing atrophy 
of the limbs (which may be re- 
garded as good, but only to a cer- 
tain extent). Assuming we don’t 
want our limbs to plop off alto- 
gether, whatever shall we do when 
our arms are down? Well, that’s 
what pockets were made for. 

Of course, pockets are contro- 
versial. There are those who feel 
pockets have a decidedly detri- 
mental effect on the overall ap- 
pearance of the would-be thin 
person, reasoning thusly: “Hands, 
being typically one and one-half 
inches thick, when inserted into a 
hip pocket, adds at least one and 
one-half inches to the apparent cir- 
cumference of the waist. When 
both hands are inserted, the effects 
can be disastrous.” They’re right, 
ina way. However, these folk have 
not considered that hands do not 
need to be idle whilst in said pock- 
ets. Hands can push. That’s the 
key. If you bury your hands in 
your thighs, you willadd noinches 

“at all to your circumference. 
People, used to seeing wider 
waists when hands are in pockets, 
have come to automatically sub- 
tract three inches from their mental 
image of the waist currently being 
gazed at (laboratory tests prove it). 
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‘This psychological subtraction is 
areal bonus tothe big. When push- 
ing your hands into your legs, 
thereby avoiding the actual in- 
crease in width, you gain a psycho- 
logical weight loss of three to four 
inches (depending on the diameter 
of your forearms—the math for this 
is very complex), which translates 
into as muchas thirty pounds. This 
is faster than the fastest Hollywood 
weight-loss program. Further- 
more, such pushing is an exertion 
on the arms, causing them to tense 
and flex. This gives the extra secret 
bonus effect of the weight-lifter 
appearance. Tell your friends that 
you've started lifting weights, and 
boy are your arms sore! They’Il 
believe you. Why shouldn't they? 

It’s a lot of work. I’ve noticed 
that maintaining all of these tech- 
niques while trying to act naturally 
requires a great deal of concentra- 
tion. So much, in fact, that I no 
longer can appear thin and hold a 
conversation simultaneously. | 
also have to arrange invariably 
brief meetings with people. Other- 
wise I start to breathe hard and 
turn purple fromall of the exertion. 
It’s worth it though; I’d do any- 
thing to avoid looking fat—except 
of course, go on a diet. : 
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No Donuts, 
Thank You 


by Scott Elgin Calhoun 


I am not a vegetarian. Iam not a 
health food nut. I sometimes eat 
McDonald’s food. But I don’t like 
donuts. In fact, I’ll say it out loud, 
“No I wouldn’t care for any donuts.” 

I am not a narcoleptic. I don’t 
oversleep. I sometimes sleep late on 
Sundays. But1 don’t like getting up 
early on Tuesdays. 

I am not a Neoclassicist. I do not 
advocate Victorian values. I usually 
like minimalist architecture. But I 
could live without the Harmon 
building. 

What I’m alluding to here is the 
late registration process this year in 
the Harmon Building. 

It was Tuesday morning, early. I 
had paid my tuition on time, along 
with my $200 of parking tickets and 
other financial holds, with wedding 
money from my grandma. (Itold her 
we bought a vacuum.) I had no 
classes. All I needed was an add 
card. In fact, I’ll say itout loud, “One 

damn add card.” 
| lumbered up DT. hill, a third 
year junior, up through the 
freshmen’s cars, up to the glass 
doors of the Harmon building. | 
thought, “You look uglier than nor- 
mal.” But the ugliness was on the 
inside too. : 

The various and sundry lines 
wound snake-like around the 


walls of the Harmon. I saw more 


Eavesdroppers 
we would like 
to have heard 


Thursday, 3:15 P.M. Somewhere 
off North Temple in S.L.C. 


B.Y.U. Trustee: Thetithing has re- 
ally been flowing in, our invest- 
ments are paying off and frankly, 
we're sitting ona pretty big wad of 
cash. How about lowering winter 
semester tuition at B.Y.U. to a 
nickel? 

More Mature Trustee: If we only 
charge anickle, students won’t ap- 
preciate it. I say we at least make it 
$5.00. 

B.Y.U. Trustee: All right, we'll 
compromise at $2.45. Any com- 
plaints? Then it looks like it is 
unanimous. 


B.Y.U. Traffic Office, Mon., Sept. 
18, 1989, 9:15 a.m. 


BYU traffic cop: “Frankly, I’m 
tired of being cursed and spat 
upon every time someone sees me 
giving thema parking ticket. How 
about if we all just decide not to 
issue any traffic citations this 
semester?” 

Smart BYU traffic cop: “That 
sounds great to me, but we'll have 
to keep it quiet or we'll have anar- 
chy in the parking lots.” 


ugly people. Like me, probably 
uglier than normal. And as I walked 
to the back of the line the faces got 
uglier, until there I was at the end of 
the line, the last and ugliest person 
there. 

Then the donuts. Big carts of BYU 
Food Service donuts. Pushed by 
smiling ladies. Ladies too happy for 
7am. Ladies too sympathetic forany 


time of day. 

“How long a wait are we in for?” 
we would query. 

“Oh, five, maybe six hours. Sorry. 
Would you like a donut?” they 
would say with a shrug of the shoul- 
ders. 

Three hours later, in the tuition 
payment verification line, they 
brought out the finger sandwiches, 
fruit, and milk. 

Iam LDS, of course I like refresh- 
ments; it’s part of my culture. But the 
apples—they seemed to be smiling 


October 1st. 
10% off beau 


costu 


Costumes must 
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at me, telling me to have a nice day. 
The milk was too creamy and the 
finger sandwiches too perky. 

Fondue? Huevos Rancheros? Pita 
bread? Anything remotely ethnic 
would have helped me forget that I 
had just waited in line for 4 hours 
and was missing the class that I had 
come to get a card to add. 

I thought of starting a catering 
service for those in BYU lines. Frivo- 
lous food. Mousses, tortes, things 
with whipped cream—I would have 
it all. Mean food. Mexican food so | 
hot you would forget you were in a 
line in Provo. 

That's it. I’ll register by phone, 
cater the late registration line, and 
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40 W. 100 N. 


Provo, Utah 


The ‘“‘VITALITY Pak’’ 
Delivers the Nutrition Difference! 


We have this unique, powerful 
formula, for which testimonials 
continue to pour in about greater 
energy, and a wide range of valu- 
able physical benefits. 

Obtain instant membership, buy 
the "Vitality Pak”, at wholesale! 
and many other favorite or famous 
brand natural health, home care, 
and weight-control products. 

Distribute these truely unique 
personal care gifts and earn cash 
while you help others. 


Community TRADE & SuPPLy 
Health Products Distribution Assoc. 


is 515 N. Univ. Ave. Provo 


still get to experience one of the 
lesser mentioned mysteries of the 
gospel: herd mentality. 

I suppose if I have a direction in 
this piece, it is simply to encourage 
allto protest unnecessarily long lines 
at BYU in our own quiet little way. 
So next time you’re in an abysmally 
long line and some overly friendly 
host asks if you would like a donut, 
just smilea crazy smile and say, “Did 
you know [ate dog every day of my 
mission in Korea and liked it?” or 
something similar. 


ae a 

Get Fit! 
Check Out the Ridge's 

New Student Membership 


¢ saunas, jacuzzis, steam rooms 
e indoor track, Life Cycles, etc. 
¢ 3 swimming pools 


* weight room (over 70 stations) 
* aerobics (4,500 sq. ft. room) 

° 6 racquetball courts 

* two walleyball courts ¢ snack bar 
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fuside the Berlin Wall and 
Statue of Liberty Symbols 


by Gary L. Browning 
Professor of Russian 


Among the vilest facets of Stalin’s 
regime was a virtual prohibition on 
emigration from the Soviet Union 
(followed in other Communist na- 
tions around the globe from China to 
Cuba). Even after Stalin’s death in 
1953 much of his harsh legacy re- 
mained, although some erosion oc- 
curred on the periphery. During 
Brezhnev ’'s years of detente through 
the 1970s relatively larger numbers 
of Jews and a few others were al- 
lowed to emigrate, peaking in 1979 
with a record total of nearly 70,000. 

For decades many in freer nations 
have accosted the Soviets and their 
allies for denying, among others, the 
human right of unrestrained move- 
ment and, if desired, of emigration 
from one’s native land. We in the 
United States especially have ab- 
horred that grim symbol of Commu- 
nist captivity, the 13-foot-high and 
25-mile-long Berlin Wall on which 
about 80 East Germans have lost 
their lives while trying to reach free- 
dom. Nothing so completely contra- 
dicts American experience and val- 
ues as does the Berlin Wall. We 
proudly say that if people want to 
emigrate from the USA, let them 
go—and approximately 150,000 do 
freely leave our country each year. 
But America has flourished largely 
because of a richly diverse and vital 
immigration. The poet Emma 
Lazarus (1849-87) viewed our sym- 
bol, the Statue of Liberty, as “The 
New Colossus”: 

“Keep, ancient lands, your storied 


Statue of Liberty have served us 
reasonably well during much of 
Soviet and American history. How- 
ever, in recent years the Soviet 
Union, and certain other Commu- 
nist countries, especially Yugosla- 
via, Hungary, and Poland, have 
experienced significant change. 
Most important, while Soviet Jewish 
emigration remained under 1000 for 
1986, it jumped to 8,000 in 1987, 
19,000 in 1988, and is projected at 
nearly 48,000 for 1989. Overall So- 
viet emigration (including, among 
others, ethnic Germans and Armeni- 
ans) may reach 200,000 this year. 
Before 1985, emigration was re- 
stricted both for ideological and 
economic reasons. The former ideo- 
logical veneer is now much thinner 
than it was under Stalin. Then Marx- 
ist-Leninist assertions of equality for 
all still had resonance. The goal was 
to build Utopia—not for some future 
people or world, but for all human- 
kind here and now. The argument 
went that of course sacrifices would 
be necessary, but that quite soon the 
peoples of the world would come to 
enjoy the fruits of a just and classless 
society within which labor was 
gladly given according to one’s abil- 
ity and goods were abundantly 
available according to one’s needs. 
In the meantime, why should the 
wages of a government official or 
ballet dancer be greatly higher than 
those of a cleaning woman or 
farmer? Any Soviet citizen who 
chose during the early period of 
struggle to abandon this shimmer- 
ing dream was considered morally 


“Nothing so completely 
contradicts American 
experience and values as 


does 


the Berlin Wall.” 


pomp!” cries she 
With silent lips, “Give meyour tired, 
your poor 
Your huddled masses yearning to 
breathe free, 
The wretched refuse of your teeming 
shore. 
Send these, the homeless, tempest- 
tossed to me, 
I lift my lamp beside the golden 
door.” 

As symbols, the Berlin Wall and 


flaccid, avaricious, and even traitor- 
ous. 

Again, a principal tenet of this 
Soviet Utopia was equality in wages 
and privilege (working conditions, 
housing, shopping, medicine, edu- 
cation, transportation, and recrea- 
tion). In fact, differences, sometimes 
great differences, existed. But the 
distance between the “average” citi- 
zen, on the one hand, and the gifted 
and disciplined scholar, artist, 
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athlete, or other outstanding leader 
typically did not correspond to that 
which is common in the West, 
where, for instance, a prominent 
entertainer or sports figure may earn 
millions of dollars a year—or evena 
performance. 

This distance gives rise to a sec- 
ond, currently much more impor- 
tant, reason for restricting emigra- 
tion. Those who wish to emigrate 
tend to be the “best and the bright- 
est,” the most highly gifted and 
educated individuals in every field. 
Asare the East Germans today cross- 
ing the Hungarian border with Aus- 
tria, in general emigrants are rela- 
tively young, vigorous, adaptable, 


and confident. From the perspective 
of the Communist government, 
these are the very people most 
needed to build the New Society. 

Just before and during the Decem- 
ber 1987 Washington summit, Gor- 
bachev emphasized that consider- 
able emigration may constitute an 
unacceptable brain and talent drain 
from the Soviet Union. This under- 
lines the crucial socio-economic rea- 
son for which many Soviets are to- 
day kept home. It is probably true 
that, given the much more open cli- 
mate in today’s Soviet society and 
the prospects for its further im- 
provement, those who now wish to 
emigrate do so largely out of eco- 
nomic considerations. Sentimental 
protestations aside, for most emi- 
grants the hope of improving oneself 
materially has beenat least as impor- 
tant as a yearning for greater free- 
doms of speech, assembly, religion, 
or movement, although the latter 
may have played considerable sup- 
porting roles. 

But what about the Statue of Lib- 
erty? Does it currently reflect the 
poet’s vision? The discriminatory 
1882 Chinese Exclusion Acts and the 
stringent immigration quotas estab- 
lished in 1924 ended three centuries 
of unrestricted immigration to our 
country. The latter quotas were 
based on the U.S. population as of 
1890, which had the desired effect of 
restricting immigrants from Asia 
and Central and Southern Europe. 
The Immigration Act of 1965 re- 
pealed national quotas but estab- 
lished a hemispheric quota of 
170,000 from the east and of 120,000 


from the west, with no more than— 


20,000 immigrants from any single 
country. In 1978 a world-wide ceil- 
ing combined Eastern and Western 
Hemisphere quotas to arrive at a 
visa ceiling of 290,000, to which was 
added another approximately 


100,000 for immediate family mem- 
bers of U.S. citizens—for a gross 
legal immigration figure of nearly 
400,000 per year, a number main- 
tained in the Immigration Reform 
and Control Act of 1986. In 1989 
Congress approved an immigration 
bill that raised the overall limit on 
immigration to 590,000 and placed 
additional emphasis on occupa- 
tional skills in determining who can 
legally immigrate. In addition, 
President Bush has set quotas for 
1989 refugees (those who can dem- 
onstrate a “well-founded fear of 
persecution”) at approximately 
90,000 (30,000 from Eastern Europe, 
including the Soviet Union). 
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Why does the United States re- 
strict the flow of immigrants and 
refugees into this country? Again, 
the answer is primarily socio-eco- 
nomic. We find it difficult to provide 
adequate jobs, housing, and social 
services for a larger number of 
immigranis. Apparently, many 
Americans would prefer to decrease 
further the number of immigrants: 
in a bicentennial poll, 51% favored 
lowering the number of legal immi- 
grants, 35% said that it is about right 
now, and only 8% wanted the num- 
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tinguish between the right to leave 
the Soviet Union and the right to 
enter the United States. They are not 
the same.” But they are related. Of 
course, in one case the direction is 
out and the other the direction is in, 
but in both instances the matter 
concerns permanent movement 
across borders and, at heart, the fun- 
damental human right to choose one’s 
homeland. At issue is not merely the 
freedom to leave one’s country, but 
the right to live wherever on this 
planet one chooses. We diminish 
our moral standing when we de- 
mand that the Soviet Union com- 
pletely open her borders, while we 
restrict ours. 

In perspective the United States 
hasalready doneand today still does 
much to welcome immigrants and 
refugees. Certainly most of us 
would rather live in a country 
which, although it must limit the 
number of those who want to come 
in, nevertheless allows to any who 
wish to emigrate that right. One 
should not consider the policy and — 
behavior of the U.S. and the U.S.S.R. 
parallel or equivalent. Historically, 
fairness and good-will have been the 
prevailing standard in deciding who 
can enter our country. But, for re- 
lated socio-economic reasons both 
emigration from the Soviet Union 
and immigration into the United 
States are being restricted. Again, 
are we not behaving in a self-right- 
eous manner when we call on the 
Soviet Union to abolish its system of 
“arbitrary quotas” for emigration, 
yet preserve our own arbitrary quo- 
tas for immigration? 

In the light of current dramatic 
reforms in the Soviet Union, perhaps 
we should ask ourselves what 
would happen were the Soviet 
Union to accept our challenge to 
abandon her quotas. What if for a 


‘decade a million immigrants ap- 


plied annually to come to the United 


“We diminish our moral 


standin 
deman 


when we 
that the Soviet 


Union completely open her 
borders, while we 


restrict ours.” 


ber increased. 

Both the U.S.S.R. and the U.S.A. 
restrict their borders from motiva- 
tions that today are far less ideologi- 
cal or racial than socio-economic. 
However, ina major Helsinki speech 
prior to the 1988 Moscow summit, 
Ronald Reagan asked rhetorically 
why “Soviet citizens who wish to 
exercise their right to emigrate 
should be subject to artificial quotas 
and arbitrary rulings?” Gorbachev 
could have posed a related question 
to the United States: “If the USA 
demands that our borders be en- 
tirely opened to all who wish to 
emigrate, should the USA limit in 
any way the number of those who 
choose to immigrate?” 

Wyoming’s Senator Alan K. 
Simpson claims that “we must dis- 


States—not just highly skilled and 
robust professionals, but the full _ 
range of the Soviet population? 
Would we welcomethem? A partial 
answer comes from a plan revealed 
this month by officials from the State 
Department, the Immigration Serv- 
ice, the F.B.I. and the Central Intelli- 
gence Agency according to which 
Soviet Jews without relatives in or 
other ties to the United States would 
become ineligible for admission as 
refugees. At least one-half of Soviet 
Jewish applicants find themselves in 
this category. ; 

And what about the other millions 
who would eagerly come to the 
U.S.A. from Mexico, Latin America, 


See Berlin next page 
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the Caribbean, and from Africa— 
whose incomes are so low that they 
would be willing to work for minus- 
cule wages? In February of 1989 the 
Department of State announced that 
the U.S. would award an additional 
20,000 permanent visas by lottery. 
Nearly four million people applied; 
only one in fifty was permitted to 
immigrate under this plan. The fact 
is that we no longer accept all who 
wish to come from foreign “teeming 
shores”; we can no longer call for all 
nations to send “these, the homeless, 
tempest-tossed” to our country. In 
reality we have an embarrassing 
number of homeless and uninsured 
already. Current immigration laws 
provide largely for close relatives of 
USS. citizens or registered aliens and 
for “members of professions or per- 
sons of exceptional ability in the sci- 
ences and arts whose services are 
sought by U.S, employers, and un- 
skilled workers in short supply.” 
The latter must obtain a certificate 
from the office of the Secretary of 
Labor establishing that “the alien 
will not adversely affect the wages 
and working conditions of workers 
in the U.S. similarly employed.” 
One could ask whether, given our 
deep concern that citizens of the 
Soviet Union and East Europe be 
allowed to emigrate, we Americans 
are generous enough in our willing- 
ness to accept immigrants and refu- 
gees? Some argue that more should 
be allowed in to the US. “the 
country’s sense of fairness compels 
it.” Among the reasons stated are 
the following: although the number 
of immigrants this decade will be 


among the largest in history, the — 


annual percentage of immigrants in 
relation to the total American popu- 
lation is only approximately one- 
quarter of one percent; before 1924 
the figure was typically four times 
higher. Further, we allow in fewer 


than 100,000 refugees per year, a - 


figure representing less than one 
percent of the world’s 12 million 
refugees—although the population 
of the United States is over 4% of the 
world’s population. 

At the least, perhaps it would be 
better to speak less categorically, less 
arrogantly in the future when we 
excoriate the Berlin Wall and extol 
the Statue of Liberty. Our stere- 
otypes may no longer accurately 
reflect the essence of the problem or 
the values we and the Soviets respec- 
tively proclaim. The reasons for East 
and West abridgements of our right 


UPON-- all CD's $11.95* 


Most New Releases Only $10.99 


Crandall Audio 


1195 E. 800 N. Orem (phone 226-8737) 
(across from Osmond Studios) 
Hours: 10am-8pm, Sat. 10am-7pm 


Used CD's only 


$7.95 with coupon 


“SPECIAL CO 


to live in whatever country one 
would choose are labyrinthine and 
should evoke at least as much 


humble introspection as invective. 


““Gary Browning recently returned 
from his tenth trip to the Soviet Union. 


&& S35 


SSRs 


Angeles | 
$59 O/w 


Denver 
$39 o/w 


TUDENT 


OUT N BACK 
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A Store for Practical People 


Complete 


Two Person 
72 Hour Supply 
Includes Water 


An excellent supply of easy to pre- 
pare and good tasting retort food, 
retort water, shelter, heat, and light 
for two people for 72 hours. Com- 
pact size, easy to carry. Will store 7 to 
10 years. reg. $59.95. 


Single Person 
72 Hour Supply 
_ Includes Backpack 


> 


Covers all your basic 

— needs for 72 hours. 

=". Food, light, heat, shel- 

‘{ ter and even includes a 

sa— sturdy five pocket back 

pack for easy storage 

and carrying. Excellent for a student or 
missionary. Individual prices $35.00 


Fanny Pack 
le Pocket 


Double zippered, fully adjustable 
belt with a Delin quick release buckle 
and lots of room. Tough nylon. We 
bought a close out. reg. $12.50 


$5.95 


Wool Cushioned 
Socks 


We have a large selec- 
tion of heavy-weight 
wool socks to keep 
your feet warm. In- 
cludes standard and 
boot length styles. 
Perfect for winter 
wear, hunting, biking, or just to keep 
your feet warm around home. Origi- 
nally $12.50 


$4.95 pair 
3 pairs $12.50 


40 OUNCE 
DOWN 
SLEEPING 


Good to 


10 Degrees 
This style of issued/very good 
military mountain bags _pro- 
tected troops all over the world 
for over 40 years. All repairs 
made. Great for emergency or 
every day use. reg. $27.50 


Special $19.50 


2 Pound Down 
Sleeping Bag 


Close Out 
$55.00 


We only have 8 of these 
excellent bags left. All rip 
stop nylon. reg. $99.95 


TRAIL TREATS 


Chocolate Nut. Brownies: 
reg. 60¢ - 5 for $2.25 


Cheddar Cheese Spread: 
reg. 50¢ - 5 for 95¢ 


Freeze Dried Fruit Bars: 
Pears Only: reg, 25¢ - 8 for 
$1.00 


Chocolate Covered 
Cookies. reg. 50 - 3 for 
$1.00 


MRE Retort 
Sample Pack 


A generous sample of this 
delicious easy to store food. 
value. $5.95. 


$2.50 
with coupon. 


Limit 2 per customer 


WITH TWO RAIN FLIES 
Brand new full sized 7'x8' rip stop dome 
tent. Includes 2 rain flies - small one for 
summer and full sized for wet weather. 
Great camping or hunting. reg. $59.95 


Special $39.95 


Five Pocket 
Book 
Pack 


Sturdy nylon day 

pack with lots of 

room and lots of 

pockets for your 

books, pencils, and 

papers. Also great 

day pack or for emergency supplies. 
Assorted colors. reg. $9.95 


Special $5.95 


POCKET 
PONCHO 


Do Not Get Wet! 
Small, lightweight reus- 
able poncho for pocket 
or pack. Also great for 
emergency kit. Three 
colors. 


$1.25 - 3 for $2.95 


Warm Wool 
Gloves 


Your choice of blue or 
grey in nice medium 
weight wool/nylon 
blend. 


$2.95 Pair 


15 FUNCTION 
POCKET KNIFE 


STUDENTS- CAMPERS - EMERGENCY 
Everything from screwdriver to toothpick. ff 
Well made of tough stainless steel with fa- 
mous red handle. $9.00 reg. 


S 5.95 with this ‘coupon 


3067 N. Canyon Rd. Provo - 375 -9255 
In the Edgemont Plaza Next to Day's Thriftway 
Hours: Mon - Sat 10-6  PricesGood Through 9/30 


*or $1.00 off regular price if less than $11.95 
Imports and sales items not included 


Limit 2 CD's per coupon 
Expires January 1, 1990 
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Bathtub Reviews 


by Kelli Hyland 


Asachild, Saturday evening baths 
were an exciting event. | didn’t like 
to get clean, but Mom didn’t give me 
achoice. I had to make the best of it. 
My little brother would haul to the 
bathroom trucks, balls, brushes, 
slinkies, Barbies and Fisher Price 
houses, every toy we could fit into 
the tub and still have room for the 
two of us. When the toys got boring, 
we'd create hair sculptures or draw 
soap pictures and words on each 
others’ backs. Our fun continued 
long after the water got cold. Either 
Mom would finally order us out, or 
Chris answered nature’s call in the 
tub, making an abrupt end of the 
frolic. 

Then there came a time when I 
was too old to bathe with my brother 
and too busy to waste time ina tub. 
Only lately have ] been reminded of 
the aesthetic and spiritual pleasure a 
simple bath can bring. A bath is a 
mini-vacation from life. I can’t af- 
ford a weekend in the Bahamas or 
even a short jaunt to the nearby spa. 
But I need a break from life, to avoid 
an unexpected stay at the State 
Mental Hospital. A good hour spent 
soaking ina steamy tub is perfect for 
regrouping and renewal, and this is 
something we can all handle on oc- 
casion. 

Of course, in the search for the 
ultimate bath experience, some 
baths are going to be better than 
others. Many things must be taken 
into account. And of course these 
factors differ in importance from 
person to person. Qualities to be 


considered are aesthetic excellence 


of the tub, such as shape, size, color 
and history. Also bathroom size, 
decor and comfort are important. 
Privacy and moodare very consider- 
able bath factors. 

Amazingly enough, a good bath- 
tub experience can be found even in 
Provo. I discovered this fact as I 
recently embarked on my search for 
a really good bath in the luxury desert 
of Provo. 


=e 


I 


One of my better Provo baths hap- 
pened in Matt’s tub. I was a little 
leery at first because the bathroom 
has two doors, and when | shut the 
door to Matt’s room the handlecame 
off in my hand. Fortunately I know 
and trust Matt. 

The tub is a free-standing, porce- 
lain beauty with clawed feet. Matt 
offered to scour the tub pre-bath, 
which was a nice perk. As] drew my 
bath, I melted a magnolia bath cube 
into the water. Now, 1 must mention 
one extremely positive note about 
bathing at Matt’s: the music. Matt’s 
CD player and extensive music col- 
lection are conveniently located in 
his nearby bedroom. So, asI stepped 
into hot, fragrant water, the sounds 
of Garden of Serenity (a fabulous New 
Age album) came drifting into me. I 
thought the Cure’s Disintegration 
(side one) would’ve also been nice. 
My roommate disagrees and says 
David Sylvian would be better in 
Matt’s tub, but it’s all a matter of 


personal taste. 

Another great benefit of this bath 
was the lovely post-bath foot and 
back massage Matt offered. His was 
definitely a 4.5 (of 5) rubber duckie 
experience. 


& Ne 


Nathaniel’s tub is another memo- 
rable Provotub. Than’s apartment is 
in adark, dismal basement of a very 
old house. His apartment you could 
take or leave, but the bathroom is an 
oasis, without which he’d probably 
suffocate down there. Just as an 
oasis should be, his is green: bright 
green. The walls, the shower cur- 
tains, the soap, and even the tub are 
green. 

In spite of all this green, the bath- 
room calls out for a plant, a touch of 
live green, preferably African vio- 
lets. For my bath I brought my own. 

At Than’s ] put tea in the bath, 
though a milk bath would also be 
appropriate for this tub. The atmos- 
phere was perfect for a good existen- 
tial book. I reread The Little Prince. If 
I’d had a week to bathe there, The 
Brothers Karamozov would have been 
ideal reading. S 

After the bath, the cold brown 
cement was really a drag to step 
onto. A big fuzzy green rug 
would’ve been nice, as would some- 
thing other than plastic over the 
window. Brit definitely Than’s bath 
was one with character. 3 duckies to 
the man in the green tub. 


ee eo oot. 


I met Andrew for the first time 
when I showed up to bathe. His 
tub’s history preceded it, along with 


es at at ae 


stories of people being brought in off 
the street just to marvel at it. The 
history of Andrew’s tub—and 
house—is significant: Carl Eyring 
used to live there. I walked through 
the beautiful old house, which de- 
serves an article of its own, and then 
I came to the bathtub. 

Andrew’s bathtub is set into the 
wall, with old, elegant-looking ce- 
ramic tile lining it. The fixtures are 
the most impressive part: classic 
old-fashioned white porcelain fau- 
cet and shower handles really 
“make” the bathroom. The very 
contemporary world map shower 
curtain seemed right at home, 
probably because of a distinctive air 
of comfortable intellectualism. 

Andrew offered his Ivory dish- 
washing liquid, which makes for 
great bubbles. Steve the adopted cat 
curled up in a corner, as I grabbed a 
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Christian Science Monitor and 
hopped into the tub. I heard classical 
music coming from another room, 
and the scent of incense (possibly 
Perfumes of Ancient Times) wafted in. 

I slipped further into the Ivory 
bubbles and started to doze, won- 
dering whether Carl ever had it this 
good. When left, thanked Andrew 
for sharing his very distinguished 
bathtub. My 4-duckie rating goes to 
Andrew, Carl, and a tradition of 
bathing excellence. : 

I guess what I’m trying to say after 
all my reviewing and raving about 
local baths, is that everyone should 
treat themselves to a good bath once 
in a while. It is possible and even 
necessary to step in, slip down and 
relax in a genuinely higher bathing 
experience, no matter where you 
are—even in Provo. 
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DISEASE 


“by Derek Gullino 


In my grandfather's garage 
there is Guernica, rolled unevenly 
and pushed behind a crate of Coke 
glasses. When I unrolled it for my 
grandmother, MeMe, she looked 
confused, said, “Someone must 

"have left it.” 
_ | My grandfather says the paint- 
ing is ugly. He is toothless with 
gloved hands, and he walks the 
house jingling keys that won't un- 
lock locks. 

_- “Sam,” I said to him, “Then 
where are your other canvasses?” 

“I left them in Peruggia,” he 
said. E : 

“Could that have been Ver- 
ona?” 

“No, Peruggia.” 

He eyes me strangely. 

Also, there is a horse whose 
mouth is open. i 

Sam’s children sit in their 
homes and imitate him. They stick 

their hands in their pockets and 
shake. They look each other in the 
eyes and say, “Can I go for a ride?” 

They ask the paper boy if he is John 
Wayne. 

Sam once asked a waitress for a 
potato. Then, eyeing what she'd 
brought, he hesitated, held his menu 
_ tight. 

“Tl could take the foil off,” the 

waitress said. 
“But it wouldn’t matter if you 
_take it off now,” Sam said. 

“I could bring you something 
else.” 

“Disease will rear its head in a 
family restaurant,” Sam told her, lift- 

_ing his hands to his face. He spread 
his gloved fingers. 

“French fries?” his children 
said. “Washed? Au Gratin?” 
He was afraid and wouldn't 


SR art by Cassie Christensen 


drink his water. 

Now his children sit at the din- 
ner tableand push their baked pota- 
toes to each other. 

“T won't eat this, Dena,” Peter 
says. 

“T won't eat this, Peter,” Linda 
says. 

They push this potato around 
the table until they are laughing and 
full of anger. 

His children sit on the ottoman 
and play charades. Peter eyes his 
sisters and they squeal, “It’s a dis- 
ease.” 

“Two words,” Dena says when 
Peter lifts his ‘v’’d and dirty fingers 
to his chin. 

He swings a bat. It’s Lou 
Gherig’s. Dena does palsy. Linda 
sticks her fingers in her mouth and 
screams. She can’t remember Sam’‘s 
ailments. She writes them down, 
but the list is as long as her arm. 

They area taxicab full of cows, 
throwing bottles from the window. 
They stop at stoplights and spread 
their mouths at other cars. It is tor- 
pid and unamusing. They refuse to 
pay, spread their handstothedriver 
like empty purses. 

“Cheapskates,” the driver yells. 

They pile into a telephone 
booth and call MeMe. 

“Sam has one chore,” MeMe 
tellsthe children, “Prune the hedge. 
He leaves an arbor of clippings 
strewn through the house, and they 
pop up between the bedsheets. 
They’re inthe bird cages, the broom 
closet.” 

He refuses to bathe and it’s sad. 

“Where are the pruning 
shears?” Sam asks. 

He says to me, “Boy, prune the 
hedge.” 

He gives me a quarter. He says 
qua-ta. He winks. He pulls the wool, 


shakes a leg, does the Watusi, hands 
on hips, fingers spread. He watches 
baseball and prays for rain. He is on 
third base hoping for some wild 
-_postponement. He is out in left field, 
both eyes open, and his glove, too, 
ready for a fly ball. 

“Sam,” my grandmother says, 
“you prune.” 

Sam snaps branches into a new 
and crazy network. He cuts into the 
bushy muscle of the hedge, and he 
leaves his gloves there, afraid that 
we'll sell them or throw them into 
the fireplace. They’re his driving 
gloves and they’re all he has—we 
have locked up his license with the 
car keys. 

Weare thieves to him. 

We turn pockets inside out and 
we pilfer coins. We sift through his 
belongings. The jeweled snuffboxes 
have been pawned, the geegaws 
hawked, the hankies pinched. 

He threatens to call the police. 

All the talk is mortgage and 
power of attorney. 


Who could have known when 


they married him that Sam would 
throw fruit from a basket? 

We litigate, papers spread be- 
fore us, and Sam paints on the walls. 
He’s painting a boy. The boy is 
younger than me. His eyes are red, 
his fingers forks. Sam paints what 
might be the quick curve of plum- 
age, or a tough beak instead of the 
boy’s lips. i 

Picasso, too, lost his mind. He 
was sitting with Gertrude Stein on 
the Rue de Strauss smoking Euro- 
pean tobacco and drinking Pinot 
Noir. Gertrude, as usual, was not 
paying much attention. He took a 
handful of grapes and threw them at 
her. His aim was terrific, and, one by 
one, they hit her fleshy and pitted 
face. After that, there was nothing 
she could do but avoid him. 

Disease sits on a sandhill. Dusk 
falls and it says dirty words. Other 
children pedal away and it is left 
atop the sandhill, the red blood of 
power pumping fast and wicked. 

We find Sam in the neighbor’s 
pool. He is thrashing in the shallow 
end, having overturned the lawn 
chairs and torn the plastic toys apart. 

“MeMe,” he is yelling. 

MeMeg, an old woman herself, 
watches him from our side of the 
fence. Their children have gone on 
vacation together. They are down at 
Laguna with their one-piece bathing 
suits and their picnic lunches. Will 
he drown? she wonders. Sam is a 
farm animal gone wild, caught in the 
center of a shallow lake. 

“Sam,” she yells, grappling the 
avocado branches. 

“MeMe,” he yells. 

“Sam!” 

“MeMe!” 


Derek is doing a reading at the mid- 
Manhattan library October 11. Try 
and make it. 
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NEOTEX 
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J.V Football J.V Footbali 
BYU BYU 
vs. 
Air Force 
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NEED THE 
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thrift * relief 
- store 


Community Service, 
10a-Sp M-Sat 515 N. Univ. 


Charitable & Al} Denominational 


"Old Womens Gym", Provo 377-7676 
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CALENDAR 


Theater Box 


Ploneer Memorial Theatre, 300 S. University, 
SLG, Tickets: $9.00-20.00, 581-6961 

Salt Lake Repertory Theatre (City Rep),148 
S. Main, SLC, Tickets: $8.50, 532-6000 

Hale Center Theatre, 2801 South Main, SLC, 
Tickets: $4.00-6.00, 484-9257 

Symphony Hall, 123 W. South Temple, SLC, 
Tickets: $5.00-12.00, 533-6407 

Capitol Theatre, 50 W. 200 South, SLC, Tick- 


ets: 533-6494 or 533-5555 
The Egyptian Theatre, Main Street, Park City, 
Tickets: $9.00-10.00, 649-9371 


Club Week! 
Sept. 25-29, ELWC Garden Court 
Featuring: Club Booths, Information, Activities 
For more informatio call 378-6376 


Wednesday, September 20 


Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” Pioneer Mem. Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“Sabrina Fair,” Hale Center Theatre, 8.00 p.m. 
Music: 

Joint Faculty Recital, with violinist Clyn Barrus and 
pianist Mack Wilburg, Madsen Recital Hall, HFAC, 
7:30 p.m. Free! 

“Jazz Forum,” SLC Jazz Society, Daynes Music 
Steinway Hall, 156 S. Main, SLC, 7:30 p.m., Tickets: 
at door $4.00 single, $7.00 family 

1st Place Winners of Utah State Fair Music Competi- 
tion, Assembly Hall, Temple Square, SLC, 7:30 p.m., 
Free! 

“Broadway on Parade,” soprano Barbara Newman, at 
The Ladies Literary Club, 850 E. South Temple, 


Tickets: $5.00 at the door 

Film: 

International Cinema, 250 SWKT: 
“Jean de Florette,” 3:15 & 7:20 p.m. 


“Red Sorghum,” 5:35 & 9:40 p.m. 


Dance: 
“Swan Lake,” Ballet West, Capitol Theatre, 7:30 p.m., 


Tickets: $9.00-36.00, 533-5555 


ART BOX 


Opening Sept 20: The Loge Gallery (Pioneer 
Mem. theatre, U of U)—paintings by Carolyn 
Schilly, through Oct, 7 


Pierpont Gallery (156 W. Pierpont Ave., 363- 
4141) through Oct. 13 
Kimbalf Art Center (Park City, 649-8882) 


through Sept. 27 


Thursday, September 21 

Theatre: 

“Life With Father,” Pardoe Drama Theatre, HFAC, 
7:30 p.m., Tickets: $4.00 w/.D., 378-7447 

“Sabrina Fair,” Hale Center Theatre, 8.00 p.m. 
‘West Side Story,” Pioneer Mem. Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
Film: 

International Cinema, 250 SWKT: 

“Jean de Florette,” 5:00 & 9:05 p.m. 

“Red Sorghum,” 3:15 & 7:20 p.m. 


Dance: 


“Swan Lake,” Ballet West, Capitol Theatre, 7:30 p.m., 


Tickets: $9.00-36.00, 533-5555 


Miscellaneous: 

“The Gamma Rays,” at Club DV8, 115 S. West 
Temple, SLC, 539-8400, 9:00 p.m.- 2:00 a.m. 
“Meet Me At The Fair,” slide & music show of 
carousels and ferris wheels, displays, McCurdy Doll 


Museum, 246 North 100 East, Provo, 377-9935, $2.00 


admission 
“Audrey Smiley,” original rock, Backstage Late Night, 


65 N. University Ave., 9:00-1:00, Cover charge: $3.00, 


377-6905 

“Light Waves II,” Hansen Planetarium, 15 S. State, 
SLC, 9:00 & 10:00 p.m., Tickets: around $5.00 
“Tempo Timers,” rhythm & blues, Cisero’s, Park City, 
9:30 p.m. 


Friday, September 22 

Theatre: 

“Life With Father,” Pardoe Drama Theatre, HFAC, 
7:30 p.m., Tickets: $4.00 w/l.D., 378-7447 

“West Side Story,” Pioneer Mem, Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“Sabrina Fair,” Hale Center Theatre, 8.00 p.m. 
Music: 

Celebration of Harp, Assembly Hall, Temple Square, 
SLC, 7:30 p.m., Free! 

Film: 

International Cinema, 250 SWKT: 

“Jean de Florette,” 3:15 & 7:20 p.m. 

“Red Sorghum,” 5:35 & 9:40 p.m. 


Dance: 

“Swan Lake,” Ballet West, Capitol Theatre, 7:30 p.m., 
Tickets: $9.00-36.00, 533-5555 
Miscellaneous: 

“Mac Trio,” Backstage Late Night, 65 N. University 
Ave., 9:00-1:00, Cover charge: $3.00, 377-6905 
“Light Waves II,” Hansen Planetarium, 15 S. State, 
SLC, 9:00 & 10:00 p.m., Tickets: around $5.00 
“Tempo Timers,” rhythm & blues, Cisero’s, Park City, 
9:30 p.m. 


Saturday, September 23 
Theatre: 


“Helen,” (Euripides) Pioneer Trail State Park, 


8:30 a.m., Free! 
“Sabrina Fair,” Hale Center Theatre, 8.00 p.m. 


“West Side Story,” Pioneer Mem. Theatre, 2:00 p.m. & 


8:00 p.m. 

“Life With Father,” Pardoe Drama Theatre, HFAC, 
7:30 p.m., Tickets: $4.00 w/I.D., 378-7447 

“Seven Brides for Seven Brothers,” City Rep., 2:00 & 
7:30 p.m. 

Music: 

Utah Symphony's All-Bach Concert, Symphony Hall, 
SLC, 8:00 p.m. 


| Film: 
| International Cinema, 250 SWKT: 


“Jean de Florette,” 4:45 & 8:50 p.m. 


' “Red Sorghum,” 3:00 & 7:05 p.m. 


Dance: 


“Swan Lake,” Ballet West, Capitol Theatre, 7:30 p.m., 
' Tickets: $9.00-36.00, 533-5555 


Culture: 
Snowbird Oktoberfest! Music, Dance & Ethnic Food! 
Snowbird Pavilion, 12:00 -6:00 p.m., Free. 


Sunday, September 24 

18 Stake Fireside: 

Elder James E. Faust, Marriott Center, 7:30 p.m. 
Theatre: 


“Helen,” (Euripides) Pioneer Trail State Park, 8:30 
a.m., Free! 


Culture: 
Snowbird Oktoberfest! Music, Dance & Ethnic Food! 


Snowbird Pavilion, 12:00 -6:00 p.m., Free. 


Monday, September 25 
Theatre: 


“West Side Story,” Pioneer Mem. Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“Sabrina Fair,” Hale Center Theatre, 8.00 p.m. 


Tuesday, September 26 


Forum: 

Annie Dillard, poet and author, Marriott Center, 
11:00 a.m. 

Theatre: 

“Life With Father,” Pardoe Drama Theatre, HFAC, 
7:30 p.m., Tickets: $4.00 w/l.D., 378-7447 
“Sabrina Fair,” Hale Center Theatre, 8.00 p.m. 
“West Side Story,” Pioneer Mem. Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
Music: 

Joint Recital: pianist Mack Wilberg and vocalist 


' Rebecca Wilberg, Madsen Recital Hall, HFAC, 


7:30 p.m. Free! 


Wednesday, September 27 


Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” Pioneer Mem. Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“Life With Father,” Pardoe Drama Theatre, HFAC, 
7:30 p.m., Tickets: $4.00 w/I.D., 378-7447 

“Sabrina Fair,” Hale Center Theatre, 8.00 p.m. 


Dance: 
“World of Dance,” de Jong Concert Hall, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m., Tickets: $4.00 w/.D., 378-7444 


Thursday, September 28 

Theatre: 

“Life With Father,” Pardoe Drama Theatre, HFAC, 
7:30 p.m., Tickets: $4.00 w/I.D., 378-7447 

“West Side Story,” Pioneer Mem. Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“Sabrina Fair,” Hale Center Theatre, 8.00 p.m. 
Dance: | 

“World of Dance,” de Jong Concert Hall, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m., Tickets: $4.00 w/l.D., 378-7444 


LUN NEVER 4 


FILM BOX: 
Varsity 1: 
378-3311, All Seats $1.00 


Varsity i e 
| Sept. 22-25 “Troop Beverly Hills” 


Calendar Editor 


Laurie Moore Says: 

“Submit your information, invitations, 
and compliments to Laurie Moore at 
374-6263.” 

She means that if you have something 
for the calendar then call her.. She’d 
like you to call anyway, but this is a 
good excuse. 

Problems and complaints can go to 
Jason Echols at 373-2319. Of course, 
he’d like you to call with invitations as 
well, but he’ll take calendar info if 
Laurie’s not home. 


CLASSIFIEDS 


ARE COMING TO 
STUDENT REVIEW 


FREE 
Just drop your brief, legible ad i 


ELWC locker #300 or send it to PO 
Box #7092 Provo, Ut 84602 


Y-WEEK 


=-V POETRY CONTEST 


SPONSORED BY YOUR FRIENDS AT sp NOERDS: 


| TOPIC ae 
a BYU, A FLASHLIGHT IN YOUR i BEDROOM 
a WINDOW ae 
. | DEADLINE FOR ENTRIES:WED. SEPT 20, 5PM 
SUBMIT ENTRIES AT THE BYUSA RECEPTION- 
Sah IST'S DESK, 4TH FLOOR, ELWC 
ENTRIES MUST BE TYPED & NOT EXCEED 30 
PAGES~ 
ee 
ehh CASH AWARDS 


REVIEW 


FIRST PLACE—$100,000 
~ AND WILL BE PRINTED IN FARLEY’S FASCIST 


* _, SECOND PLACE—$75,000 
- THIRD PLACE—$50,000 
_ ,, PRIZE MONEY PROVIDED BY GENEVA STEEL 
_ “WE'RE JUST TRYING TO HELP” bs 


WINNERS ANNOUNCED SEPTEMBER 23 


VY eee Yee Ney ye ee 
le el Mie Wid We ww ka a ee 


4 
; 


